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Wisdom and Destiny

lacking ; but let Socrates open his door, he
shall find Socrates asleep on the threshold
before him, and there will be occasion for
wisdom. Our adventures hover around
us like bees round the hive when prepar-
ing to swarm. They wait till the mother-
idea has at last come forth from our soul,
and no sooner has she appeared than they
all come rushing towards her. Be false,
and falsehoods will haste to you ; love,
and adventures will flock to you, throb-
bing with .love. They seem to be all on
the watch for the signal we hoist from
within : and if the soul grow wiser towards
evening, the sorrow will grow wiser too
that the soul had fashioned for itself in
the morning.

No great: inner event: befalls those who
summon it: not; and yet is there germ
of great inner event in the smallest